if you don't know a language, you can often understand
the intonation. So I open my eyes and see that the
Switzers are looking out across the bay. Then I see that
the yacht has lowered a dinghy and that a sailor is
rowing It around to the gangway. Down the gangway
comes a man in a yachting cap and white drill. He's got
plenty of flesh on him, but he hops into the dinghy
neatly enough and the sailor starts to row him towards
the beach. Well, everybody perks up at this, probably
because it takes their minds off the digesting of the poulet
a la creme and starts talking.' He wagged a dramatic
finger. 'Little do they know what is in store for them.5

'But for us/ interjected his sister, 'the plot is already
thickening, for suddenly the two British start talking. The
queer thing is that they're talking Italian. Queerer still,
it's Mrs Clandon-Hartley who is doing most of the talk-
ing. What's more, she keeps pointing to the dinghy. Then
the Major has a look and starts talking back. He doesn't
seem to agree with what she's saying, for he shakes his
head and says something that sounded like a girl's name,
Kay something or other. She didn't seem to like it and
started pointing again. But this time the dinghy is about
twelve yards out and the man in the cap is standing up with
a boat-hook to catch that iron ring on the rocks when sud-
denly she lets out a sort of whoop and runs down to the
water's edge calling out something and waving to him.*

The man with the boat-hook saw her at the same
moment and nearly fell overboard with excitement,' said
Warren Skelton; 'then he shouted, "Maria!" I don't
understand a word of Italian, so I couldn't tell what they
were talking about, but they were talking away as hard
as they could go across the water until finally he got the
dinghy alongside the landing rock and jumped ashore.'
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